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WHEN TwE GOLD RAYS CELL OV UR SKIN
ANVD MY BAIR GOT CAUGHT IN THE WIND
THRE CHOIR SANMG A MELANMCHOLIC HYMW
IN THE MORNING YOU wWOULD BE GONE
1'p BE MOURNING TRYIN' TO HOLD ON
TO TWE AMEMORY 0OF YOUR LIPS
60O T'M S0 LOVESIC

WRAT WAVE You DONE TO MEEEEEV
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